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Sun, Sand and Soap- -A StSfy of Adventure — By H. Bedford Jones 


T WAS 3 In the afternoon and 
as hot a day on the Mohava 


T 


g desert na ever blew out the top 
* thermometer. The westering sun 
blazed down from a blue sky. as clear 
and hard as a crystal dome. Its rays 
drew the tliln dry air skyward In 
shimmery heat. It radiated from the 
glistening white faces of tortured 
rock, from the blinding, shifting white 
sands. 

Desert dweller though he was, 
••Mont" Mangus had never before been 
so badly off from thirst. As he stum- 
bled along, at the head of his two 
burros, his lips moved almost inces- 
santly. dry. tortured lips inclosing a 
swollen tongue. 

"Water in the rocks o.er there." 
lie mumbled, squinting at the open- 
ing of a canon, a mile distant. "I saw 
it coining out: Yes: Water, no alkali, 
either." 

Mangas was no weakling. To the 
little world of men who wandered 
along the edge of the desert he was 
anything but that. Six feet In height 
and of stalwart build, he was regard- 
ed by the weazened desert rats as a 
Slant. Yet now his great frame was 
weakening. 

"It it wasn't for that hole yonder. 
I'd think I was never intended to get 
out o' here." he said, as he trudged. 
His mind was riveted on the hope 
that lay In the little canon ahead, 
among the rock waste. 

"If I could strike it rich!" His ! 
words had no meaning now. hut the I 
thought was clear enough in his \ 
brain, despite the dry lips. Tliat'd i 
be worth this torture, to know what 1 
may turn up in these parts. Hook at J 
those paint mines down by the Sal- 
ton! Look at that strontlanlte mine ; 

that they opened up " 

* 0 * * 

HK harrowing thirst bit into him ! 
anew. The wind blew in through , 
San tlorgonlo Pass and spread ou: | 
across the sand wastes. Dust devils i 
played here and there, little whirl- ' 
winds that sent spirals of sand spin- j 
ning. One of these passed across the ! 
train In front of Mangas; It raised a I 
fog of choking sand, out of which the , 
you; it prospector stumbled, coughing j 
and choking. 

Presently his steps became faster. 
The burros, too. recognized the spot j 
and tried to shove past the man. He I 
prodded them In the ribs, hurled him- ! 
self forward, spent his last reserve of | 
energy in a spurt that took him to 
the Jumble of black lava and granite 
outcroppings. There. In a little niche, 
was the water hole, but it was dry. 

Mangas stood staring. Incredulous I 
and desperate. Then the shoving bur- J 
ros roused him into action. He beat l 
them back and examined the water" 
holo again. He perceived now that j 
some one had been before him, not so ; 
very long before, either: 

He dropped to his knees, buried his 
face in the shallow basin, scooping 
at the sand and powdered rock with 
his fingers. Was there any hope at 
all? None showed. He brought forth 
his red bandana handkerchief and 
stirred it down in the sand. It showed 
one or two moist spots. 

Frenzledly the man fell to work. 
Again and again he shoved down the 
handkerchief, plunging it as deep Into 
the sand as his fingers could claw. 
At last he found enough water in it 
to wring a drop or two on his tongue. 
Over and over he did this, but he soon i 
realized that It would give him no 
permanent relief. If he camped here 
until next day he might get some 
water, but 

His eye. used to the dry. white mo- 
notony of the desert, was caught by 
a moving speck. He straightened 
up. staring, letting burros nose the 
ground unheeded. He should have 
seen the speck before this, would 
have done so but for his thirst frenzy. 
Now he saw the trail going away 
from the water hole, a man and a 
alngle burro. j , _ 

•T.'me on. Dynamite!" ' He jerked 
at the leading burro. "He'll camp 
In the foothills over beyond; we'll 
get there, all right, after him. We 
can sure get one drink ofT him, any- 
how! He's filled his bottle here. Sure 
o' one drink. Dynamite!" He prodded 
the burros into activity and set forth 
along the trail. 

Those few drop* of water had 
helped him vastly, had helped restore 
his flagging Inner energy. Now. as he 
emerged again from the canon open- 
ing. he carefully eyed the speck in 
the distance, saw that It was heading 
up another canon. For this Mangas 
headed in a bee line, disregarding tho 
trail entirely. The speck disappeared, 
hut he had his bearings. 

On trudged the man and the two ' 
burros. Mangas was In a new valley. ! 
a part of the desert which he had not 
previously visited, although he had i 
crossed tills way on his trip out from 
civilization. What lay ahead of him 
he could not tell. There were no doves 
which often indicate water. He had 
simply the spoor of the unknown man 
for hope. 

That canon was not so far distant, 
after all; the westering sunlight had 
deceived his eyes. Now the stars 
were beginning to shine more clearly, 
as Mangas headed into the unknown 
canon on the trail of the unknown. 
He looked ahead for a camp Are. but 
perceived none. 

* * * * 

Tt r ANGAS came to an aprupt halt, 
AVI - peering through the starlit dark- 
ness ahead. Then his inllamed eyes 
touched upon a dark blue. Again he 
pressed forward: ahead of him. pull- 
ing at a bush, he perceived a burro. 
Where was the man, then? 

Hurrying on. despair spurring him. 
Mangas came close to the burro. 

Again he halted, staring at the ani- 
mal; now. however, with incredulous 
amazement and anger stirring In his 
heart. He recognized that burro with 
the peculiar white streak, would 

have known the brute anywhere. 

"Luck's against me.” he thought, 
peering around for the man. "It's 

•Crater' Heller! Of all men! He'd 


irresistibly. He approached without 
sound; it was a singular thing to And 
a cabin here, and it was more singu- 
lar to And Heller at this cabin. As he 
came close, but not too close, he 
doffed his hat and raised his eyes to 
a level with the small pane of glass. 

He .caught his breath quickly; his 
eyes, dilated with startled anger, 
were riveted upon the scene within 
the cabin. A moment he stood motion- 
less. then his hand slipped swiftly to 
the holster and slid forth his revol- 
ver. 

Even yet he waited; then, with a 
low growl of anger, he smashed the 
muzzle of the weapon through the 
! glass. The crash of the glass was 
followed by an oath from within. 

"Hands up!" said Mangas. His 
words were almost unintelligible, but 
his gun and the eyes over It spoke 
his message even better. Painfully 
he spoke again, spoke words that 
came clearer. "Take his gun. I'll 
! come inside." 

An instant later he left the window 
and hurried around the corner of the 
shack to where the door was located. 
Mangas pushed this open and stepped 
over the threshold. At his appearance 
the bearded Heller dropped an oath 
of rage and consternation. He was 
not a handsome individual, this llel- 


gas. rising stiffly. "I'm much obliged. 
I'm all right, I guess. What's that I 
smell? Bacon and coffee?" 

The girl broke into a merry laugh 
and turned. Over her shoulder she 
Aung: "It'll be ready as soon as you 
are, 1 guess. Don't be too Icitg primp- 
ing." 

Mangas grinned and reached for his 
boots. He was rather disconcerted to 
think that the girl must have re- 
moved them. "She's a wonder!" he 
observed solemnly. The young man In 
the bunk grinned back. 

"She sure is." he answered. "She 
took care of man and beast last night, 
so don't worry about the burros, 
i There's water on the outside. Towel 
• on the rack, I expect." 

, Mangas got his simple toilet articles 
and went outside the door, where he 
found a basin of water and a clean 
towel on the rack before a small mir- 
ror. These civilized products aston- 
ished and delighted him; so did the 
scene up the canon, where a few 
palms and scrub trees denoted plenty 
j of water. 

True to her promise, that breakfast 
would be served as soon os Mangas 
. was ready for it. he found the table 
spread when he re entered the cabin. 
' Introductions were In order and were 
duly accomplished. Mangas learned that 


south slope of a sizable canon. A pic- 
tured tunnel in the side of the claim 
showed that it had been worked. At 
a fork of the canon, just above the 
claim, was drawn an Indian camp and 
a water hole. Not far from this were 
drawn two palms, sprouting from a 
single stem. - 

"Why. that's queer!" Mangas put 
his Anger on the pictured trees and 
glanced up. 

“You know the place?" queried the 
girl eagerly. 

"Hm! Expect I do. if It's the same 
place. About four hours' travel south 
of here there used to be a water hole: 
It's been dry for years, they tell me. 
As a water hole it's only a legend and 
a memory. The point is, however, 
that there used to be two palms there, 
coming up from the same root, like 
this shows on the map. The place 
used to be called 'Las Palmas ller- 
manas'. or The Palm Sisters." 

An exclamation broke from Bob 
Linder. His sister, an excited Aush 
in her cheeks, leaned forward and 
seised the map. She turned it over. 
Upon the reverse Bide Mangas saw 
scribbled the words. "Las Palmas Her- 
man as.". 

.••Well. I’m jiggered!" he ejaculated 
and' broke into a delighted laugh. 


li.ll 



N‘ 


"IS THIS THE STIFF?" HE DEMANDED. 


ler. His round moon face scowled In 
angry recognition of Mangas: his 
black whiskers seemed to bristle: his 
beady, shifty eyes showed nothing 
but a bathed fury. 

# * * * 

At ANGAS sank upon a stool beside 
•' ^ the center table of the place, his 
gun hand resting on the table, the 
weapon covering Heller. He shot a 
quick glance at a bunk against the 
rear wall of the cabin. Stretched out 
on this bunk was a young man. pale 
and haggard, the marks of long Ill- 
ness on his wan features. Near him. 
standing in panting deAance. stood a 
girl; In her hand was the pistol taken 
from Heller. 

"Water!" The head of Mangas 
lunged forward: he recovered himself 
desperately. The word came from his 
lips like a groan. 

None the less the girl recognized 
the word. and. with light step, she 
darted across the room. She drew a 
dipper of water from an olla on a 
bench .near the door and brought this; 
to Mangas. Ho raised the cup greed- 
ily; in his madness he would have 
emptied it. had not his tongue been 
so swollen, his throat so nearly closed. 
As it was only a few drops would 
trickle down. 

He set down the cup. not lifting 
his eyes from Heller, who stood with 
arms in air. Mangas tried to speak 
and failed. Only guttural sounds Is- 
sued from his throat. He motioned 
to the girl. Admiration leaped Into 
his eyes at her quick wit, for she 
swiftly had pencil and paper before 
him. 

"Get your money." he wrote, "and 
see that he is unarmed." 

The girl looked over his shoulder 
and read the words. For a moment 
she hesitated, as she looked up at 
Heller, then she stepped forward. 
Mangas watched with eagle eyes, 
while from the desert rat'B pocket 
she took a roll of bills. Mangas had. 
an he looked through the window, 
seen Heller take this money from be- 
neath the pillow of the sick man. 
after a slight scuffle with the girl. 

Heller proved to be unarmed, ex- 
cept for the gun which had already- 
been taken from him. As the girl 
stepped back. Mangas rose to his feet 


his hosts were brother and sister. Bcthl "That was some guess, eh? If this 


and Itobert Linder by name. 

"My brother and I have been here' 
only a couple of weeks." said the girl. 
"His health is bad.' 

"No need to be speamish about nam- 
ing It." said Linder cheerfully. "I'm 
a lunger — that is. I have been. These 
two weeks here hate done me a world 
of good. Six months of It will cure 
me. pretty nearly." •’ 

"Sure ought to." said Mangas. 
was in mighty poor health myself a 
year ago. Just a city kid. with no 
prospect of being anything else. 1 
had some money saved up. and one 
day I lit out. I met up with an old 
prospector over In Palmdale, on the 
railroad, and he taught me the ropes. 
Haven't found any gold mine yet. bu 
living is cheap and I located some fal 
silver prospects a month ago. These 
will bring me in something eventual-' 


was a gold mine, now ~ 

1 "Can you take us there?" asked the 
girl eagerly. 

Mangas hesitated. Bob Linder di- 
vined the cause and spoke up. 

"Leave me out of It- 1 couldn't take-1 
any four-hour trip and back! You | 
| go and look over the place in the 
morning, sle.' lf Mont will take you." 
i ."I'll be mighty proud to serve as 
guide." said Mangas. "We ought to 
leave yearly and come back late: I 
don't think Beth ought to attempt 
travel in the heat of the day. Espe- 
cially if she's only been here two 
weeks." 

* * * * 


5fT*° <hl * K * ,h Llna * r * !, ®* n,ed meek- 
1 ly. It was planned that they were 
to start before the following dawn, 
['since it was now too late In the day. 


ly. Well, this feast certainly looks J un | es „ the girl were to be exposed to 
good. Miss Linder!" -i ihe Aercest desert heat. And this 

‘No ceremony, p'.ase. It s Bob and , Mangas declared impossible. 

Beth and Mont around here." said the j -By the way." said Mangas sudden- 
girl laughingly, as she brought in the j ]y . -t t0O k for granted that Crater 
coftee - j Heller wan trying to get away with 

Makeshift seats werq drawn, up. and I robbery last night. But how did he 


-iItAra« 

•He lUM 


the three attacked breakfast-tl 
then that Beth Linder made 
ment that caused Mangas to 
hard. "When Bob's able to tal(e ■’.(pa 
around, we'll do some prospecting, 
too." she said. 

Mangas gulped, 
he asked. With the rigors of desert 
prospecting In mind, Its hardships and 
dangers, it was small wonder that he 
sta red. 

"Beth thinks that she can 
anything," and Bob Linder chuck 
Y'et there was a vast admiration'ln 
his voice, a worshipful light in itts 
eyes; and Mangas liked him the tel- 
ler. 

"Our plans for prospecting arc dif- 
ferent," remarked the girl. 

* * * * 


tackle 
uck ed. 

. i 


A S she spoke she shot a glance at 
her brother. Between them passed 


I 

the deadly, venomous silence which ! 
he had maintained from the begin- j 
ning. obeyed the gesture. ; 

Mangas followed him. stood in the i 
doorway a moment, saw that the des- 
ert rat was descending the hill with 
a rumble of oaths in his wake. Then, 
turning, Mangas shut the door and 
slipped the bolt. As he did so he 
staggered and reached for a chair, 
then the room swam around before 
his eyes. He plunged down heavily. 

It was daylight when Mangas came 
to himself. He opened his eyes 
stared around and remembered every- 
thing. He lay in one corner of the 
room, upon a pile of blankets; his own 
blankets. Near him was all his own 
sooner shoot me os sight than give j outAt. carefully piled up and neatly 
me a drink!" j arranged. He understood at once that 

Suddenly, as Mangas stood there. .1 


something that Mangas did not under- 
stand. A question lay In the eyes of 
Beth, and the Invalid assented to It 
with a nod. Then the girl •rtmed^o 
Mangas. ♦ 

"We want to make our stay here 
serve a double purpose,” she aatd 
quietly, /'Years ago our father spegt 
a good deal of time here on t! ie edge 
of the desert, painting and modeling. 

1 


learn you people were here? He's been 
on a wild spree in Los Angeles for 
two or three weeks." 
i Beth smiled. "He had to go on a 
train to Los Angeles and back, didn't 
,he? Well, we happened to be on the 
You prospect?" | train, too. and we were talking with 
him." 

Bob Linder intervened. "Hold on. 
sis! It Vas my funeral altogether. 
Mont; she had nothing to do with it. 
ligot talking with that fellow on the 
train, trying to see If he could tell us 
asythlng about this Lost Horse claim. 
1 /said too much about our plans and 
about the map. probably." 

"Oh!" said Mangas and broke Into 
a grin. "So that's why he showed 
up here last night, not only to rob 

you. but to get the map! Then ” 

"He probably thinks It's a gold mine 
we're after. Bob chuckled as he 
spoke. "I didn't say what kind of a 
mine it was. you know.” 

"That's it, that's it!” cried the girl 
excitedly. "Then, if he comes back, 
we'll tell him the truth. But he won't 
come back, will he. Mont?" 

Mangas shook his head. "I can't 
say. Beth. He's a queer fellow, that 
lleftcr, a bad actor. He's a coward. 
\iot flne thing, but he has education 
aiitft knows more about ores and min- 


sound came to him from above. He 
raised his head. Perched among the 
rocks on the hillside, a hundred feet 
away, was the dark shape of a cabin. 
What was it? Who lived here? Not 
Heller, certainly. 

Abandoning his burros Mangas 
turned and mounted the hillside. He 
loosened the gun at his hip, his ears 
alert for the warning of rattlers. No 
sound came to him, either from the 
rocks or from the dim outline of the 
cabin above. Then, as he watched, he 
saw a small square of light break out 
In the cabin outline, a window. 

Heller was there, then, and had 
lighted a lamp! 

Mangas approached the place cau- 
tiously. What he was about to And 
here he did not know, but he knew 
Heller. If he was to get a drink from 
that man he must fight for it. And 
Mangas was too far gone, too utterly 

desperate, to hesitate. 

Tha light jw lb* window! drew him 


the girl must have done this. A girl, 
handling Dynamite and Pardner! He 
would have liked to see how she ,dkl 
it. At the thought he uttered a short 
laugh. 

"Feeling better, are you?” queried 
a voice. 

Mangas raised himself and saw 
that the invalid had spoken. He smiled 
back at the young man and then ca- 
ressed his stubby chin. "Some, 
thanks," he responded. “Only I sure 
need a shave! Hadn't figured on 
striking women folks this way." 

The other chuckled In response. 
Then came sudden interruption. 

"Able to talk? That's fine!” The 
girl stood framed in the doorway, 
smiling at Mangas. She was good to 
look upon, her face Eradiating cheer- 
fulness; brown eyes matched her 
braided hair; good, level, honest eyes. 
* * * * 

«T OOKS like you've given me con- 
alderable attention,” said Man- 


He learned from an old Indian 
somewhere near here there was a c*£(l srakr thin the average desert rat. I've 


tain rock which, ground to powder,' 
made a finer modeling clay than any' 
known. From specimens of pottery 
which he got from the Indian we 
know that this was so." 

"And you hope to find that rock?" 
asked Mangas. 

'Yes. Our father left a map where 
he got It. I don't know, but I think 
some one made it for him from the 
Indian's description. We can't make 
much of It, and we've been wishing 
thaf we knew some one whom we 
could trust, some one to give us ad- 
vice. Bob thinks that we can trust 
you. After what passed last 
night " 

“But what do you think about It?" 
queried Mangas quizzically, smiling as 
he spoke. 

"I think We can.” and the eyes of 
the girl mat his frankly. 

They all; three broke into a laugh. 

"I guess you can trust me, so long 
as It Isn’t a gold mine.” said Mangas. 
"I've never' been right In this valley 
before, but I’ve been all arouhd here. 
If there's Any ddViee r can give you. 
you’re sure welcome to ttt“ 

The girl produced for hts inspection 
a map which wss so crudely drawn as 
to be unintelligible, unless the- local- 
ity to which it referred was already- 
known. Mapgas chuckled as he bent 
over it, straightening out the paper. 

"I’m such a poor hand locating 
gold," he said whimsically, “that may- 
be I can locate modeling clayl Let's 
see wbat we can make out of this.” 

The map showed what waa called 
"Lose Horse Claim," located on the 


heard of his doing queer and unrea- 
sonable things, due chiefiy to moon- 
shine hooch. If he has any liquor on 
hand he might show up again. If only 
to even up old scores with me. How- 
ever. I don't think we need worry 
about Heller.” 

Later in the day, when he was alone 
with Bob. Mangas referred to the re- 
volver taken from Heller. Bob had 
retained It as a trophy of the encoun- 
ter. 

"You keep it close to hand while 
we're gone," said Mangas quietly. 
'Til take care of your sister, all right, 
but I can't be In two places at once. 
If Heller shows up. you shoot first 
and argue afterward, savvy?" 

Bob Linder nodded. 

Mont Mangas enjoyed that four- 
four trudge across the desert, as he 
had seldom enjoyed such a tramp be- 
fore, 

Beth .Linder, in her trim hiking at- 
tire, presented a fit model for the beat 
of calendar girls. Mangas recalled 
one of these which hung on the wall 
of'his own cabin, back in the foot- 
hills and wondered why an artist 
should pick such commonplace models 
when there were such girls as Beth 
in existence. 

As they trudged ahead of the two 
burros whose lading consisted large- 
ly of water. Mangas pointed out to his 
companion the features of the desert 
around them, which the girl had hith- 
erto seen only as sand and rock. Now 
she saw the different points by name, 
the Devil's Frylngpan. away off to the 
east; Lost Man's Mesa, sticking up 


purpled walls from the fiat desert to 
the south of them; the twin granite 
buttes that marked where the Sul- 
phur Sink began, and so forth. 

There were stories connected with 
each name, and Mangas who had lis- 
tened to the old desert rats at their 
yarning, knew the stories. Thus to 
both of them the four hours passed 
swiftly, until at length they drew In 
to the long canon which they sought. 

* * * * 

O trail went nowadays by the way 
of Las Palmas Hermanns The 
water had vanished years ago. and 
for a time Mangas was not at all cer- 
tain that he had found the right place. 
When they reached the fork of the 
canon, however, they found that this 
was beyond question the spot pictured 
in the map. The sister palms had van- 
ished utterly, and all sign of a water 
hole had departed, yet there was no 
mistaking the place. 

"But where's the claim, where's the 
tunnel that's on the map?" asked 
Beth, staring helphasly around at the 
waste of rock and stand and cactus. 

"Gone the same way of the two 
palm trees, most likely." said Mangas 
"However, we know about where it 
should be. Do you know the kind of 
ore or clay you're after, the color 
of it. I mean?" 

"No. I have an Impression it’ was 
yellow, but I can't be certain." 

By reference to the map Mangas 
at length located what he thought 
might be the caved-in tunnel; there 
was little to prove the fact, however, 
amid the waste of rock and sand on 
the filllside. He now gave his atten- 
tion to rigging up a shelter for the 
girl, by the aid of a blanket, a Joshua 
tree and a couple of sticks. 

"I'll have to pick around for a bit." 
he explained. "We'll stop here for 
most of the day. so there's no rush; 
and you must keep out of the sun as 
much as possible. In another hour 
it'U-be a hundred and twenty in this 
canon." 

"But you can't work in such heat!" 
expostulated Beth. Mangas laughed. 

"I don't aim to do much work. Just 
look around a bit. And I'm used to it. 
By the way, did our friend Heller 
have any Idea that the map referred 
to I -as Palmas HerrnanasV' 

Beth frowned slightly. "Not until 
the other night. He was trying to get 
the map away from me when you 
came. It waa with the roll of money, 
and he had started to examine It when 
you Interfered." 

Mangas dismissed the matter care- 
lessly. In fact he was not a whit 
worried over Heller, whom he knew 
to be an arrant coward. Since this 
mine could turn out nothing except 
Are clay, at best. It would not afford 
a very fruitful subject for dispute. 

Pick in hand Mangas worked his 
way up the hillside, testing out the 
ledges and various points of contact. 
As he worked higher up the side of 
the canon he got away from the talus 
he found less sand and more rock. 
Then, unexpectedly, he came upon a 
freshly dug hole among some boul- 
ders. It opened up what was undoubt- 
edly a yellowish clay formation, un- 
der a foot of soil. 

Mangas stood staring al it in star- 
tled alarm. Fresh? It was so fresh 
that It had not been dug an hour ago! 
The sides of the exposed hole were 
not nearly so hot as the soil around; 
the sun had not been at It so very 
long. Again, a discarded quid of to- 
bacco lay under a rock to one side 
where It had been Aung. Testing it 
Mangas found that it was not yet 
quite dry and hard. The evidence 
was indisputable. And Crater Heller, 
he knew, chewed tobacco constantly. 

For a space Mangas stood there 
and gradually reconstructed in his 
own mind what must have taken 
place. Heller had seen the telltale 
words written across the back of the 
map and had come here. He must 
have had a scanty water supply to 
come with. also. Then he had set to 
work to explore the ground. Had he 
Struck this clay by accident? Very 
likely. 

» * » « 

A LMuST at the moment lie had un- 
covered It he must have seen Man. 
gas and Beth Linder approaching the 
place. Mangas turned and looked; yes. 
one could see the entire lower canon 
from here. Heller must have decamped 
at once. He must have gone. then, 
up the canon. 

Mangas went over the ground care- 
fully. There were no monuments. no 
location notices; Heller had not even 
tried to "jump" the claim. He had 
probably been afraid to linger, espe- 
cially as he was disarmed. What. then, 
would he do? What was his game? 

Climbing the hillside to a higher 
point Mangas carefully scrutinised 
everything in sight. Almost all at 
once an exclamation broke from him. 
He caught sight of a moving dot In 
the distance. Heller and a burro evi- 
dently. They had just debouched 
from a small canon farther to the 
north. Heller had circled about and 
had come back to the fiat Aoor of the 
desert and was heading north. Was 
he going back to the cabin? 

"Bound to be." refiected Mangas 
angrily. "He'll head for town. Ale on 
the claim and then come back later 
to post his notices. He might get 
away with fraud of that sort, too; 
it's been done. But in order to get 
In town, he'll have to have water. 
Therefore, he'll visit the cabin." 

He hastened down the hillside, tak- 
ing a sample of the clay with him. and 
rejoined Beth Linder. "Is this the 
stuff?" he demanded. The rirl In- 
It. 

•‘I don't know, but it muit be! It's 
different from any I've seen.” 

“Well. Heller was here about the 
time we showed up." said Mangas 
abruptly. He went on to explain to 
the startled girl what he had eeen 
and his deductions therefrom. 

"This stuff can't be very valuable." 
he concluded, "but Heller la probably 
going to make an effort to grab It. I'm 
going to catch up with him and atop 
his game. Now it’s out of the ques- 
tion for you to come with me. Beth; 
don't try It. Besides, there’s work 
for you to do here.’* 

"Work for me? How is that?” In- 
quired Beth. "I don't Intend to 
shirk •" 

"This claim roust have notices pos‘- 
ed and monuments set up." said JCan- 
gas hastily. "You stay hers and at- 
tend to that, later in the day. Know 
how to do It?" 

She nodded. 

"Then." he pursued, “set out a claim 
for yourself, for yonr brother and for 
me. three In all. If there Is any va'uo 
to this stuff. Heller will know of It, 
and we can't afford ' to take any 
chances TU take one of the canteens 
and go after him. I’ll come back for 
you tonight You're perfectly safe 
here, so don't " 

"Oh, rm not afraid." pretested Beth 
quickly. "I only wish that I- could 


go with you! 4 Do you think Bob !s 
In any danger?" ' - 

"Not a bit of It." said Mangas. This 
was false; there waa no telling what 
a man like Heller would attempt. His 
chief fear was for the invalid. He 
refused to let the girl perceive th!e 
fact, however. 

"Let the burros roam." he said, 
catching up a full canteen. "And 
don't try to set up thoee monuments 
until later in the afternoon, under- 
stand? All right. Oood-by!" 

The girl held out her hand to him 
and Aashed a smile. "Good-by, Mont, 
and good luck!" 

With his hat pulled low over tils 
head Mont Mangas Saw the end of his 
forced march ahead, the canon and 
Its cabin to one side. Of Heller or 
his burro there was no elgn. They 
might have gone on to the water hole 
or 

* * * * 

•~pHE afternoon sun was still hot, al- 
though fast sinking In the west. 
Mangas was confident that Heller had 
seen nothing of him in the rear, for 
be himself had take pains to keep 
bught of sight, maxing use of every 
available outcrop and butte, while he 
exerted himself to catch up with Hel- 
ler. He had not caught up. how- 
ever. 

And now. where was Heller? 

The answer came to Mangas as he 
trudged wearily up the canon. It came 
in the sound of a shot, a heavy, un- 
echoed shot which had not been fired 
in the open. This shot came from the 
cabin on the canon side. 

Dropping his canteen Mangas ran 
forward. He covered the hundred 
yards that intervened and rushed up 
the almost imperceptible trail to the 
open cabin door. Mangas burst into 
the cabin and stood panting. Facing 
him, backed against the rear wall, 
was Bob Linder, fear in his eyes, the 
still smoking revolver In his hand. 
The figure of Heller lay against the 
wall. - . 

"I shot him!" exclaimed the boy. 
“I shot him! I didn't mean to kill 
him, Mont." 

Mangas stooped over the body of 
Heller and made a quick examination. 
He rose, a thin smile on his lips. “You 
didn't kill him. Bob.” he Raid swiftly. 
"He's unconscious, that's all." 

"Thank heaven!" said Linder. "I — 
he started for me " 

"Take It easy, old man." said Man- 
gas quietly. "What happened? What 
did he want?” 

"He didn't know 1 had the gun." 
returned. Linder. "He came in and 
tried to make himself pleasant. He 
said that he had found the place wc 
were after, and that he knew It was 
valuable, blit that no one else knew 
It." 

"Oh!" exclaimed Mangas. "He said 
it was valuable, eh? Did he say 
why?" 

"No. that was his secret. He said 
that he was going to town right away 
and file hie claim, but he wanted to 
be fair to us. He tried to persuade 
me to write out a half Interest In the 
claim for him. offered to take us into 
partnership. I suspected that he was 
lying about it and refused.” 

"Oh. .1 see bis game now!" cried 
Mangg*- "He wanted to get an Inter- 
est in /the iflalta from you. then he 
could have played hob with us 
through litigation!" 

"I suppose so. Finally he lost his 
temper and started for me. I warned 
him. but he came n n. I was fright- 
ened. and I shot." 

Mangas broke into a laugh. He 
stooped and dragged the figure of 
Heile^ forward. “You didn't hurt 
him." he said, indicating the course 
of the bullet "As you fired, he flung 
up his arm. The bullet went through 
the flesh of Ills forearm and then 
nicked his tough skull. There, he's 
coming around now! Stand bach 
Bob. And we'll throw a good scare 
into the gentleman." Mangas Jerked 
out hH own gun. 

* * * * 

'■pHl^.eyos of Heller opened. Tho 
4 dejssrt r»t glanced around, then 
scrammed to his knees. He saw the 
crims/jjt stain that was over his arm. 
felt It on his face, looked up and saw 
Mangas' weapon trained on him. A 
wild cry burst front his bearded lips 

"Yotl'te killed me!" he shouted 
hoarsely, terror in his voice. "Don't 
shoot don't make It worse! I'll tell 
you all about it. Don't let me die." 

"Talk quick." said Mangas, cocking 
his revolver. 

•'It's collodal clay." replied Heller, 
working forward on his knees, hands 
outstretched. "Don't shoot! Get me 
a doctor, don't ler me die. Mangas! 
It's colloidal clay, same as soap. I 
didn't try to Jump your r.lalm." 

Mangas put away his gun. Then 
he caught Heller by the collar, lifted 
the abject, terrorised scoundrel to his 
feet and calmly kicked him through 
the doorway. 

"Exit Mr. Heller." he said cheer- 
fully. aa he returned to Bob Linder. 
"Don't worry about that fellow. Bob. 
he'll make no further trouble. I'll 
have to get back to Beth now an I 
then I'll get to town and file those 
clalma So it's colloidal clay, eh? I’ve 
read something about that. I'd not 
be surprised if we'd struck something 
rich, after all!" 

"You mean that you found the 
claim T" asked Linder. "And It's val- 
uable?" 

"Good as gold. I expect. Well. I'll 
go fill up my canteen. give Mr. Heller 
a little talk about claim jumping and 
get back to fetch Beth home. Had to 
leave her there. So long, see you 
later!" 

He left Linder staring aftere him. 
as he went back down the hillside and 
recovered his canteen. “Soap!” said 
Mangas to himself, grinning at the 
thought. "A soap mine! Can you beat 
it? And Beth — we’ll be partners, eh? 
That's the best thlrg of all!” 

'Copyright, lttl 


“My New Rules of Warfare” 


By Ring W. Lardner. 


T O the Editor: Maybe some of 
my readers will recall how the 
writer was sent to Washington 
early in November to see that 
the boys got a good start In their 
disarmament conference which begun 
down there about that time and I 
hung around there about a wk. and 
everything looked cheery and bright 
and it looked like the boys waa In 
emeet and didn't need nobody . to 
watch them so I come on home and 


Buie XXVII. 

In case of accident to a participant, 
one representative of his army ma>. 
if he has first obtained the ednsetn 
of the officials, come on to the field 
of battle to tend to the Injured man 
This representative need not always ' 
be the same person. ' >• 

Rule XXVIII. 

No person not takeing part shaft 'be 
allowed to walk up and down No 
Man's Land. 



-HHILE OTHER* OFFICIATE* IN XO MAN'S LAND- 


Young Anacondas. 

rpHE sixteen-foot Trinidad ana- 
conda. or water boa. at the Lon- 
don Zoological Gardens, not long ago 
gave birth to twenty-four young onea 
The new-born snakes were twenty- 
six Inches long and about -an Inch In 
diameter at the thickest part of the 
body. In color and marking they re- 
sembled the adults — that is. they were 
of a dark greenish hue with black 
spots. 

That, number of young had been ex- 
ceeded by a seventeen-foot snake at 
the New York Zoological Park, which 
produced thirty-four young. Still an- 
other anaconda has been known to 
produce thirty-seven at a birth, and a 
large specimen of boa constrictor 
gave birth to sixty-four living young. 
The pythons differ from the boas In 
that they lay eggs and coll around a 
hemp of them until they b«tch. An 
official of the. New York Zoo pays 
iythons produce from fifty 


that the pythona produce from fifty 
to a hundred eggs at a time, and a 
specimen of python retlculatus de- 
posited • 1 *tJ.«S«A.<ab 
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-bout which sha 

, „ A she fought off 

all Intruders, but her- efforts proved of 
ne argil, (or the eggs were Infertile 


left them to their own devices. Well 
it is beginning to look as if I come 
heme too soon. 

As 1 understood it at the time, the 
reason for all the nations getting 
together was to see if maylic they 
wasn't some way to fix it so as wc 
wouldn't have no more war or at 
lease, lesson the danger of haveing 
same. And that is what the boys 
started out to do. but In the last few 
wks. as near as I can make out they 
been devoteing their tension to pre- 
parations for another war and what 
laws Is going to govern conduct of 
same and you would pretty near think 
It was the annual meeting of the 
Intercollegiate rules committee to 
discuss changes for next yr. 

Like for Inst. Asst. Coach Boot of 
the V. S. team has made 2 suggestions 
which it looks like they would both 
be adopted namely: 

ll) that submarines mustn't attack 
nothing but war shlpe and. 

( 2 ) that they can't no nation from 
now ou use poison gas. 

* * * * 

T 'HESE has been agreed on by the 
other members and are sug- 
gestions which meet* with gen. ap- 
proval throughout the civilize world. 
But how are you going to enforce 
same is another question. According 
to Mr. Root's dope the submarine that 
, shoots at a merchant ship will be 
I looked on as a pirato and the nation 
that uses poison gas Is a dirty out- 
law. But the people that done both 
them things in the last war was 
called a whole lot worse names than 
that and never batted a eye. 

What the boys needs first of all is 
suitable penalty's for violations of the 
rules both new and old and secondly 
they need somebody to see that same 
is carried out and If I was running 
the meeting down in Washington I 
would appoint Tiny Maxwell and 
Walter Eckerzall and W. G. Crowell 
and Tom Thorp. Harry Heneage and 
etc. and assign them to the next war 
and leave some of them set In a boat 
out in the ocean and handle the Navy 
game wile the others officiates in No 
Man's Laod and I would tell them to 
see that the rules was lived up to and 
would give them a handy book of 
same with the new rules listed sep- 
arate like as follows; 

Rule XV. 

No •■►marine shall shoot at any 
ship other than a war ship belonging 
to a opponent. 

Penalty — 

Submarine must come up 3 yards 
closer to the surface. 

Rule XVI. 

Neither side shall use poison gas. 
Penalty — 

Loss of % the distance to the goal. 
Rule XVII. 

No regiment may replace another 
without the regiment thus substitut- 
ing first reporting to the referee. 
Penalty— 

For not reporting — Loss of 5 yards. 
For new regiment communicating 
with old regiment before reporting to 
the referee, loss of 15 yards. 

Rule IX. 

Gunners must all be behind the gun 
when gun Is fired. 

Penalty — 

The gun shall be fired off again 
from a point 5 yards farther away 
from whatever they was shooting at. 

Rule XXI. 

No soldier of the side which is go- 
ing over the top shall be In motion 
towards the opponent's trenches be- 
fore the signal is given. 

Penalty — 

Loss of 5 yards from the point at 
which he started. 

Rule XXV. 

They shall be no coaching either by 
generals or other persons not par- 
ticipating In the action. 

Penalty — 1 

Loss of IS yards by the side for 
whose supposed benefit the offense 
was committed. The offender shall | 
be excluded from the neighborhood 
or the field of battle for the remainder 
of the war. 

Rule XXVI 

Nobody shall attempt to crawl after 
they have been shot down. 

Penalty- 
Loss of S yards. 


Penalty- 

Loss of both legs. 

Rule XXX. 

Upon one nation declareiug war on 
another, the other nation must bi 
ready to fight within -' months aft-« 
rerelvelng said declaration of war. 

Penalty — 

Forfeiture of the war. 

RING W. LARDNER 

Great Neck, Jan. 27. 


Bequests to Cats. 

AN elderly French spinster died. 

leaving a will bequeathing most 
of her property to charity and a sub- 
stantial sum to "my silent, sympa- 
thetic and best -loved friend. Minnette." 
Mlnnette was Iter cat. A Frenchman 
was moved by this Incident to In- 
vestigate the subject and he found 
that cats, among all animals, have 
most frequently been made legatees 

In 1671 a noted player on the harp 
and flute, Jeanne Felix Dupuis, ’en- 
joined her executor to give the keep- 
er of two cats' 30 sous a week for 
their food, which -she specified should 
be meat broth, "of the kind we our- 
selves eat. rich and sufficient without 
being eked out by bread crumbs, and 
served upon Individual plates, belong- 
ing one to each cat." Her relatives 
broke the will, and this provision of 
separate plates for th?' pussies was 
a point upon which they strongly 
dwelt In the attempt to prove that 
her mind was enfeebled. 

A centruy later Pierre Crosley left 
21 pounds a year to his two cats 
to be paid as long as cither lived, 
but he tvas a lawyer, and his will 
proved valid. Ten or twelve years 
ago a poor woman in Paris left her 
property to the city for charity after 
her cat Bis. a beautiful young Mal- 
tese. had been maintained till the end 
of hla natural life. The amount was 
so small that principal as well as 
Interest would havq to be used, anti 
there waa some 4(ose calculation, 
based on the average length of feline 
life, before the legacy was accepted. 
Had Bis possessed the traditional nine 
lives, it would assuredly have been 
declined, as the city', would have in- 
curred an obligation, wltheut receiv- 
ing any benefit. Handled advanced In 
years, but there w^t-RtlU.* something 
left. 

Cat legatees are >iot peculiar l<> 
France. England has had them, and 
in our own country only a few years 
ago died the seconjl of two oats. 
Blackle and Pinkie, that belonged to 
Benjamin F. Dllley of WllkAs-Barrc. 
Pa. Mr. Dllley. at his death, left the 
income of 640.000 to provide for them 
aa long as they should live, appointed 
a woman to care for them, and be- 
queathed her a pension till her death, 
after which the estate was to be 
divided, most of it going to charatles. 
Pinkie died first. Blackle followed 
her two years later at the age of 
sixteen, which Is four years beyond 
the average life of a cat. as law and 
science reckoned it In the cas of Bis. 


Electric Steel Smelting. 

I T is claimed that an electric induc- 
tion furnace which has been under 
trial for some time In Sheffield, Eng- 
land. solves the problem of making very 
large steel ingots demanded by modern 
machinery, because It is as easy to 
make a two-ton Ingot In this furnace as 
one of sixty pounds in a crucible. But 
It Is admitted that at present high- 
grade steels can be made by the electric 
furnace on R commercially successful 
scale only In places where power can be 
obtained at an extremely low cost 
Laboratory experiments have indicated 
that a high-class steel can be made by 
the electric process from inferior mate- 
rial, but for commercial purposes this is 
not yet possible. 

Glass Resists Fire. 

T HERE is a projl»ct called "wire 
glass," which. It appears, pre- 
sents a most effective barrier against 
fire. It consists simply of a mesh- 
work of wire embedded Tn a glass 
plate. Even when licked by flames 
and raised to a red heat It does not 
fail to pieces, and it has be*m shown 
In many cases that, employed In win- 
dows and skylights, wire-glass not 
only resists the heat of firs, but also 
the shattering effects of cold water 
poured over it while It Is yet glowing 
hot. 




